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city when at home, and he described how nearly he had come to being run over in trying to cross our biggest street — while thinking of me. Oh, Mr. Fix! He bravely admitted he was due at the store out home, but he kept a-thinking I might not have got that first letter, or maybe I wanted to look him over before writing. So he had waited and was coming to the theatre that very night, and his seat was in the balcony, — No. 3, left side, front row, — and for fear I might not feel quite sure about him, he would hold high to his face, in his left hand, a large white handkerchief.
It didn't seem to occur to him that such an attitude would give him a very grief-stricken aspect; he only desired to give me a fair chance "to look him over." Without a second thought, I read that portion of the letter in the greenroom, and the laughter had scarcely died away when that admirable actor, but perfectly fiendish player of tricks, Louis James, was going quietly fromsing artist, Miss G------, is not his style.    He is not
